12    FORTY YEARS IN AND OUT OF PARLIAMENT

cricket though a keen but not skilful player of football. I spent
much too much time watching others play cricket, and I acquired a
taste for the "game as an observer and reader of cricket scores in
the paper that has never quite deserted me. One incident is
perhaps here worth relating. One boy had particular antipathy
to me and subjected me to all sorts of petty persecutions as will
happen with small boys. In the holidays, I had taken lessons in .
boxing and had learnt to use my fists. Harrow boys wear a

Siculiar flat straw hat fastened to the head by elastic on the back,
oing down the steps from the bill yard opposite the old school,
I met my arch-enemy who, in insulting manner, flicked off my hat.
It happened to be opposite the historic "milling-yard" which in the
old days had been used for school fights but had long since fallen
out of use, I think by some school regulation. However, instead
of submitting meekly to the insult I lunged out at him and landed
him squarely in the face much to his surprise at my not living up
to my reputation as one of the meek and lowly. There were a
number of boys about at the time and it was too good an
opportunity for them to miss. Before we knew where we were we
were pushed on to the milling-ground and had a proper set-to.
I received a black eye in the process but I gave a very good account
of myself and never again suffered the petty persecutions that I am
afraid only too often gentle boys are subject to. It was a useful
lesson I learnt then, which I have found helpful all through my
political life. I never have indulged in personalities and have
always followed the courtesies of political controversies, but if anyone
has tried to knock my hat off I immediately hit back and hit hard,
and I have found that a very useful safeguard in the rough and
tumble of political life.

As I reached the end of my school years some decision had to
be come to as to my future. My father had founded a very fine
business in New Zealand with a London office. Already my elder
brother had gone over there but my father was getting on in years
and wanted my help. But he had a very good personal friend,
the Rt. Hon* Eugene Wason, M.P. for Clackmannan, who for
some reason or other had taken an interest in me and endeavoured
to persuade my father to send me to Cambridge. I immediately
responded to the idea and it was arranged accordingly. Wason
was in many ways a remarkable man and belonged to a type almost
extinct. Incidentally, he and his brother Cathcart, also in the
House of Commons, were both giants, though the former was
thick-set and heavy while the latter was thin and willowy. Both
wore beards, were good-looking and had striking personalities. As
far as I can recollect Eugene was six feet four inches in height, and
the story goes that if he stepped on a weighing machine the hands